no             BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH
He stayed with me after the funeral, and showing
me a bundle of his old love-letters which he had
found in her desk, he spoke with strong feeling about
these lying writers and added, ' In all the years there
never was an unkind word between us.' He felt her
death deeply. He himself became ill in 1931, was
an invalid for many months, and died in 1932.
The morning after Casimir's arrival in Dublin I
was obliged to go to London on business for a few
days, and I said * Good-bye' to her, full of hope and
cheerfulness, but alas, not twenty-four hours later,
I had a telegram to say she had passed away.
Almost the last words she uttered were, ' But it is
so beautiful to have had all this love and kindness
before I go.'
My brother and I returned to Dublin for the funeral.
Once more the streets were, crowded by her friends.
We went to the Rotunda Buildings on the Saturday
night, where people were waiting in silence to say
' Good-bye' to her. It seemed an endless stream
through that little room where the coffin lay amid a
mass of flowers, watched by Fianna boys.
The drive to Glasnevin on Sunday morning through
those poor streets of her constituency was pathetic.
Wherever one looked there were people united now
in sorrow and affection. Within Glasnevin cemetery
were her special friends in hundreds. Before the
coffin was placed in the vaults where it was to await
final burial next day, Mr. de Valera made a simple
and beautiful little speech in Irish and then in English.1
I give my brother's account of the funeral, written the
day after, also articles on Constance taken from The
Nation, an Irish weekly, as I think they describe as
well as words could so moving a scene.
1 Given on p. 118.